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SCENE I. 


An American Fore f. 


At 1 HII ho! bo! 
Trudge. (witbout). - Hip ! ballo! ho Hip ls” 


Emer Medium and Trudge. | 


Med. Phhaw! it's "odly waſting - time and breath! 
Bawling won't perſuade him to budge 'a bit fafter, - 
Things are all alter'd now ; and whatever weight it may 
have in ' ſome places, bawling, it ſeems, don't go for 
argument here. Plague on't! we are now in the wilds 
of America,” 

Trudge. Hip, killio==ho=-hi 1.” 

Med. Hold your tongue, you blockhead, 7 — 

Trudge. Lord! Sir, if my maſter makes no more haſte, | 
we ſhall.all be put to the ſword by the: knives of the 
natives; Pm told they take off heads like hats, and hang 
enn on pegs. in their parlours. Mercy an us! My bead 


*. 


— 


5-1. N:K LE AD VYVARIC O: 


— 


aches with the very thoughts of it. Holo! Mr. Inkle } 


maſter; holo! 


Med. Head aches ! Zounds, ſo does mine with your 


confounded bawling. I's'enongh to bring all the na- 


tives about us, and we ſhall be ſtript and plunder'd in a 


minute. 


Trudge. Aye; tripping is the firſt thing that wou'd 


happen to us; for they ſeem to be woetully off for a 
wardrobe. I myſelf ſaw three at a diſtance with leſs 
cloaths than I have when I get out of bed; all dancing 
about in black buff; juſt like Adam in mourning. 

Med. This is to have to do with a ſchemer | a fel- 
low who riſques his life, for a chance of advancing his 
intereſl Always advantage in view ! Trying here to 
make diſcoveries that may promote his profit in England. 


Another Botany Bay ſcheme, may bap. Nothing elie 


eculd induce him to quit our foraging party from the 


ſhip ; when he knows every inhabitant here 1s not only 


as black as a pepper-corn, but as hot into the bargain 
and /, like a fool, to follow him and then to let him 
loiter behind - Why, nephew I- Why Inkle.— (calling) 

Trudge. Why lpk— Well! Only to ſee the dit- 
| ference of men; be'd have thought it very hard, now, i; 1 
had let him call fo often after me. Ah! I wiſh he was 


calliog after me now in the old jog-trot way again. 


What a fool was I to leave London for foreign parts! 
— That ever | ſhould leave "Fhreadneedle-ſtreet, to 
thread an American foreſt, where.a man's as ſoon loſt 
as a needle in a bottle of hay. „„ 

Med. Patience, Trudge ! Patience ! If we once re- 
Cover the ſhip———— 1 


Trudge. Lord fir, | ſhall never recover what 1 have 
loſt in conſing abroad. When my maſter and I V ere in 


London, | had ſuch a mortal ſnug birth of t | Why! 
was fafotum, _ RG 15 : 
Med. FaQotum to a young merchant is no ſuch ſine- 

cure either. 1 3 

Trudge. But then the honour of it. Think of that, 
fir, io be clerk as well as own, man. Only conſider. 
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a-days. To be king of the counting-houſe, as well as 

lord of the bed- chamber. Ah! if | had him but now in 

the little dreſſing- room behind the office; z tying his hair 
with a bit of red tape as uſual. 

Med.. Yes, or writing an invoice in lampblack, and 
| ſhicing his ſhoes with an ink bottle as uſual; ycu vlun- 
dering blockhead ! 

Trudge. On if I was but bruſhing the accounts, or 


(caſting up the coats ! mercy on us What” 8 that * 
Med. That! What? 


Trudge. Did n't you hear a PTY 


Med. Toer=bot—bulk! Oh heaven be prais' 
here he is at laſt. 


E ner Inkle. 6 


Nov nephew 1 mw 

Inkle. So, Mr. Medium. 

Med. Zounds, one would think, by your a 
compoſure, that you were walking i in St. James's Park 
inſtead of an American foreſt, and that all the beaſts were 
nothing but good company. The hollow trees here, 
| Centry boxes, and the lions in em ſoldiers ; the jackalls, 

courtiers, the crocodiles,. fine women, and the baboons, 
beaux. What the plagye made you loiter ſo long ? 

Inkle. Re flection. 

Med. Sa ſhould think; reflection generally comes 
lagging behind. What, ſcheming, | ſuppoſe ? never quiet. 
At it again, eh? What a happy irader is your father, 
to have fo prudent a fon for a partner ! Why, you are 
the carefulleſt Co. in the whole city ; never loſing fight 
of the main chance, and that's the reaſon perhaps you 
loſt fight of us here on the main of America. 

Intle. Right, Mr. Medium. Arithmetick I own has 
been the means of our parting at preſent. 

Trudge. Hal A ſum in diviſion I reckon. (As 4) | 
Med? And pray, if I may be ſo bold, what mighty 
ſcheme has juſt tempted you to employ your head, when 
you ought to make uſe of your heels? 

Inkle. My heels ! Here's pretty doQtine ! Do you 
think L itavel were f for motion? A fine 6 expeaßre plan 


for 
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for a trader truly. What, wou'd you have a man b of 
buſineſs come abroad, ſcamper extravagantly here and 
there and every where, then return home, and have 


nothing to tell, but that he has been here and there and 


every where? 8 leatb, Sir, would you have me . 


like a lord? 


Med. No, the Lord forbid 1 but Lam wrong 


perhaps! there is. ſomething in the air of this foreſt, 


J believe, that inclines people to be haſty.” 


Inke. Travelling, Uncle, was always intended ſor 
in provement, and improvement is an advantage; and 
advantage is profit, -and profit is gain. Which in the 
travelling travſlation of a trader, means chat you ſhou'd 
gain every advantagsof improving your profit. 


ed. How gain, and advantage, and proft? 
«© 'Zounds I'm quite at a lofs,” ' 
4. ]nkle: You've hit it, Uncle] ſo am I. J have loſt. 


* my clue by your cenverſation; you have knock'd all * 
my meditations on the head.“ 


Med. Its very lueky ſor you, no- body has done i it 
% hefore me? 

Inkle.- | have been comparing the land here, with 
that of our own country, 

Med. And you find it like a good deal of the land of 


our own | country—curſedly incumbered with black legs, 
IL take it. _— 


Inkle. And calculating how much it. might be made 


to produce by the acre. 


Med. You were? 
Inkle, Yes, | was N Ae upon be 


ſubject. 


Med. Tndeed | 


Inkie.: And juſt about extraQing the ſquare re root, 
M Hum! l 


Inhle. Twas chiakivg too, if ſo: many natives could 
be caught how-much they might fetch at the Weſt India 


markets, 


Med. Now let me aſk you a queſtion, or two, young 
Canabal Catcher, if you pleaſe, | 
_ dakle, Well. 


Med, 
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ed. Arn't we bound for Barbadoes, ary to 
trade, but chiefly to carry home the daughter of the go- 
yernor, Sir Chriſtopher Curry, who has till now been 


under your father's care in Tareadneedle- ſtreet for polite 
Engliſh education ? 


Inkle. Gran ted. 
Med, And isn't it determin'd, between the old 


folks, that you are to marry Narciſſa as ſoon as we get 
there? 


Inkle, A fix't thing. 
Med. Then what the devil 40 you do here bear 
old hairy negroes, when you ought to be ogling a fine 


girl in the ſhip? Algebra too! You'll have other things 
to think of when you are married, 1 promiſe you! a2 


plodding fellow's head in the hands of a young wife, like 
a boy's ſlate after ſchool, ſoon gets all its arithmetick 


wip'd off, and then it appears in its true ſimple ſtate: 


dark, empty, and bound in wood, ma ſter Inkle. 


Inlle Not in a match of this kind. Why it's a table 


of intereſt from beginning to end, old Medium. 


Med. Well, well, this is no time to talk. Wha 


knows but inſtead of filing to a wedding, we may get 


cut up here for a wedding dinner, toſs'd up fora dingy 
duke perhaps, or ſtow'd down for a black baronet, or cat 


raw by an Inky commoner ? 
 Jnkle, Why (ure you arn't afraid? _ 
Med. Who, | afraid ! Ha! ha t ba! No, rot 1! 


What the deuce ſhould I be afraid of? Thaik heaven I. 


have a clear conſcience, and need not to be afraid of any 
thing. A ſcoundrel might not be quite ſo eaſy on ſuck 
an occafion ; but it's the part of an honeſt man not io 
behave like a ſcoundrel. I have never behaved like a 


ſcoundrel—for which reaſon I am an honeſt man you 


_ But come—l hate to boaſt of wy good qua- 
Itles. * 


Inkle. Slow and fure, my good virturus Mr. Me- 


'um | Our companions can be but balf a mile before 
us; and if we do but dou ble their ſteps, we ſhall over- 
take 'em at one mile's end, by all the powers of arith- 
melic. 


Med. 
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Med. O\curſe your arithmetick ! How are we te 

find our way ? „ - = 9 
Inkle. That, Uncle, muſt. be left to the doctrine of 
chanees. —— IxExeunt. 
SCENE, another part of the Foreſt. 


A ſhip at anchor 4 the bay at a [ma Il di Hance. 


Enter Sailors and a Mate as returning from o. 
„ rng ing. HED 


Mate. Come, come, bear a hand, my lads. Tho'f 
the bay is juſt under our bowſprits, it will take a damn'd 
deal of tripping to come at it there's hardly any ſteer- 
ing clear of the rocks here. But do we muſter all hands? 
All right, think ye? 3 | 

Failure, All, alle my” ep... 

% Mate: What Nick Noggin—Ralph Reef — Tom 
« Pipes — Jack Ranlin—Dick' D:ck—Mat Maſt" 
« Sam Surf — Ten water caſks and a hog?” + _ 
1} Sail. Ey eye”—All to a man—belides your- 
ſelf, and a monkev— the three, land lubbers, that edgd 
away in the morning goes for nothing you ko W - 
they're all dead may hap by this, 5 | | 

Mate. Dead you be—Why they're friends of the 
Captain, and if not brought ſafe aboard ro-night, you - 
may all chance to have a ſalt eel for your ſupper— that's 
all.— Moreover the ybung plodding ſpark; he with the 
grave foul weather face there is to man the tight little 
frigate Miſs Narciſſa, what d'ye call her, that is bound 
2 us for Bardadoes? Rot them for keeping under way 
I ay. b 

4 2d Sail. Fooliſh dogs! Suppoſe they're met by the. 
“% Natives.” . Hee 
Mate. Why then the Natives would look plaguy 
* black upon 'em, I do ſuppoſe”. But come, let's ſee 
if a ſong will bring them to. Let's haye a full chorus to 
the good Merchant Ship the Achiil-s, that's wrotaby. 
our Captain, Where's Tom Pipes 2” 


* 


4 Jail, 
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ic... 


Enter Inkle and anither Planter. 


/ 


your Indian markets are not unknown to me. 

2d Plant. And as you ſeem to underſtand buſineſs, 
I need not tell you that diſpatch is the ſoul of it, Her 
name you ſay is | 
Inkle. Yarico; but urge this no more I beg you. 
I muſt not liſten to it. For to ſpeak freely, her anxious 


Intle. Nay, Sir, I underſtand you r cuſtoms well; 


care of me, demands, that here,—though here it may 


ſeem ſtrange,— I ſhould avow my love for her. 
Plant. Lord help you, for a merchant ! —©* What a 
« pretty figure you would cut upon Change !”—I's the 
firſt time | ever heard a trader talk of love; except in- 
deed the love of trade, and the love of the Swwee; Mol y, 
my ſhip. = - 8 | 
Inkle. Then, Sir, you cannot feel my ſituation. 


Plant. Oh yes, I can! We have a hundred ſuch 


caſes juſt after a voyage; bui they: never laſt long on land. 

I's awazing how conftant a young man is in a ſhip! 

But in two words, Will you diſpoſe of her or no? 
Inkle. In two words then, meet me here at noon and 


we'll ſpeak further on this ſubject: and left you think 


I tifle with your buſineſs, hear why T with this pauſe. 


Chance threw me on my paſſage to your ifland, among 
a ſavage people, deſerted, —detenceleſs, cut off from 


my companions, — ny liſe at ſlake ; to this young crea- 


ture T owe my preſervat on ;—ſhe found me like a dying 


bough torn trontits kindred branches, which as it drcop'd, 
me moiſten'd with her tears. 5 
Ciant, Nay, nay. talk like a man of this world. 
Inkle. Your patience—And yet your interruption 
goes to my preſent ſeclings; for on our ail to this your 
| Nand=the thonghts of time miſpen!t=doubt—fears— 
or call it what you will—have much perplex'd me 3 
and as your ſpires aroſe, ie flections ſtill roſe with them'; 
ſor here, Sir, lie my intereſts, great connections, and other 
weighty matters, Which now | need not mention.— 
Plant, But which her preſence here will mar ? 
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Intl.. Even U yet the gratitude 1 owe her! 


Plant. Pſhaw! 80 becauſe ſhe preſery' d your life, 


75 gratitude is to make you give up all you have to 
'veupon? 


Intle. Why in that light indeed—This never ſtruck 
me yet. I'll think on't. 

Plant. Aye, aye, do ſo- Why what return can the 
wench wiſh more chan taking her from a wild, idle, ſa- 
vage people, and providing for her here with reputable 


hard work, in a genteel, poliſh'd, tender, chriſtian 
Country. 


Inkle, Well, Sir, at noon. | 
Flant, Vil meet you—but remember, young gentle. 
man, you muſt get her off your hands - you muſt ia 


deed— I ſhall have her a bar ga in, ] ſee thai— your 


Jervant —Zounds how late it is but never be ut out 
of your way for a woman — 1 muſt run my wile will 


play the devil with ine for keeping breakfaſt. ¶ Lxii. 
1nkle. Trudge, | . . 


Trudge. Sir. 


Isle. Have you provided a proper apartment? 
Trudge. Yes, Sit, at the Crown here; a neat 

ſpruce room they tell me. You have not ſeen ſuch a 
converient odging this good while, | believe. 

Inkle. Are there no better inns in the town? 

Trudge. Um I- Why there's the Lion, and the Bras 
gon, and the Bear, and the Boar—but we ſaw them at 
the door of our late lodgir gs, and found but bad accom- 
modations within, Sir. 

Ink'e. Well, run to the end of the quay _ com 
ue Yarico hither, the road is ſtraight before you. Ten 
Can't miſs 1; 

 Truage, Very well, Sir. What a fine thing it is to 
turn one's back on a maſter, withour running into A 

wolf's belly 1 One can follow one's noſe on a meſſage 
8 and te ſure it won't be bit off by the way. [Fxit, 

Inkle. Let me reflect alittle. © This honeſt planter 
« counſels well.” Part with her. —* What is there in it 
* which cannot be eaſily juſtified ?” Jullified i. Pſhaw” 
— My intereſt, honour, engagements to Narciſſa, all de- 


Rand it. My father's precepts too; I can remember 
When, 


ed 2 


2 EY IYOS .. *”" © wyF 


inn here, 
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when J was a boy what pains he took to mould me l 


$:hool'd me from morn tonight—and ftill the bu: then of 
bis ſong was— Prudence! Prudence, Thomas, and you'll 
riſe, —Early he taught me numbers; which he ſaid and 
he (aid rightly, - wou'd give me a quick view of loſs and 


profit, and baniſh from my mind thoſe idle impulſes of 


paſſion, which mark young thoughtleſs ſpendthritts ; 


bis maxims rooted in my heart, and as I grew - bey 


grew ; till | was recken'd among our friends, a ſteady, 
ſober, ſolid good, young man; and all the neighbours 


calbd me / prudent Mr. Thomas. And ſhall I now at 


once kick downithe character, which I have ra's'd ſo wa- 
ny ?—Part with her.—*« ſell her,”—The thought once 
firuck me in our cabin, as ſhe lay ſleeping by me; but in 
her ſlumbers ſhe paſt her arm around me, murmaur'd a 
bleſlin g on wy name, and breke my meditations, | 


Enter Yarico and Trudge. 


d 
Trudge. I have been ſhewing her all the wigs and 


bales of goods we met on the quay, Sir. 


Yar. Oh! I haye feaſted my eyes on wonders. 
| Trudge. And l'll go feaſt on a fl ce of beef, in the 


Yar, My mind has been ſo buſy, that J almoft tor- 


got even you; I wiſh. you had ſtaid with me—You wou'd | 


have ſeen ſuch ſights! % 
arico. 


Intle Thoſe fights are grown familiar to me, V 


Tar. And yet I with they were not— 1 u might, 


partake my pleaſures but now again, methii ks. | will 
not wiſh ſo— for with too much gazing, you might ne- 
yet pact Tavis, © 5 A 
Inkle.. Nay, nay, my care is ſtill for you. 1 
Tur. Pan ſure it is: and if I thought it was not, 
Id tell you tales about our poor old grot- Bid you re- 
member our Palm-itee near the brock, where in the thade 


* 
” 


u often ſtretch'd yourſelf, while I wou'd take your head 


v | upon 
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upon my lap, and ſing wy love to beep 1 know Jou 
love me then. 


s o N 6. 


Our grotto avas 'he ſoo we ele /t . 
Te bending boubgs, with fragrance bleawing, 
Mobil check ihe broek*s impetuous pace, 
IWhich murmur'd to be flopt from flowing, 
Taba there we met, and gas d our fill x 
Ah! think on this and love me flill, 


II. 


Tas then my 1. firft lamp FRE 
Fear to an Indian maid a fliranger ; 
The war ſong, arrows, hatchet, 75 pear, 
All war n'd me of my lover's danger. 
For him did cares my . fill | 
Ah ! think « on this, and 2 me 8 


III. 


% For bim ty day with care e 5 
« To bring him ſoad I climb d the tals 1 
% And when the night no form reveal d, 
« Tocund we ſought the bubbling fountain, 
« Then, then w 'd joy my boſom fill; 


« Ab! think on this, and love me fill. » I Exeunt. 


bees, An efartment in the bouſe of Sir Chriſtopher 


| Curry. 
Enter Sir Clriftopher and Mediums. 


Sir Chr. 1 tell you, old Medium, you are all wrong; 
Plague on your doubts | ! Inkte ſhall have wy Narciſſa. 


Poor 


60 
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Poor ſellow ! I dare fay he is finely chagrin? | at this tem- 
porary parting—Eat up with blue devils, I wartant. 
Med. Eat up by the black devils, I w .rrant, ter 1 
left him in hellith hungry company. 
Sir Chr. Pihaw |! he'll arrive with the next veſſel de- 
pend on't—beſides, have not! had this in view ever ſince 
they were children? I muſt and will have it fo, I tell you. 


I; not it, as it were, a marriage made above ? They ſoatt 
meet, Lm poſitive. 


Med; Shall they? Then they muſt meet where the 
marriage was made, for hang me, 1t I. think It will ever 
happen below, 

Sir Chr. Ha !—and if that is the caſe- .“ hang. 

8 _ it I. chink you'll ever be at the celebration of 
It. 

Med. Yet, let me tell you, Sir Chriſtopher Curry--= 
My character is as unſullied as a ſheet of white paper. 

Sir Chr, Well faid, old fool's-cap, and it's as mere. 
a blank as a ſheet of white paper. lt bears the traces 
ei of neither a bad or a good hand upon it ! Zounds ! I. 
„ had rather be a walking libel on honeſty, than ſit down 
* a blank in the library of the world. 

« Med, Well, it is not for me to boat of virtues 2 83 
4% That's a vice | never give into. 

Sir Cbr. Your virtues! Won what are they 2 

«Jed. Ham not addicted to r e at le aſt, 
« Sir Chriſtopher ' 

Sir Chr. * Is like all your other. virtuesꝰ.— A Wh. 
negative one. You are honeſt, old Medium, by com- i | 
pariſon, juſt as a fellow ſentenc'd 10 tanſpoitation | is . 
bappi er than his companion condemn'd io the gallows 
Very worthy, becauſe youare no rogue,“ a good friend 
becauſe you never bear malice.“ Tender bearted, ber- 
cauſe you never go to Fires and executions ; and an ar- if 
ſectionate father and huſband, decauſe yc uw never pinch. 
your children, or kick your wife out of bed, 

Med. And that, as the world goes, is more than every 
man can ſay for himſelf, Yet fince you force me to- 
ſpeak my politive qualtties—-but, no matier---you re- 
mene! me in London;“ and kaow there was ny 
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La laudable inſtitution in town without my name being 


« inthe liſt, Ha v'n't | given more tickets to recommend 
„the lopping off legs than any Governor of our Hoſpi- 
& tal? and” didn't , as Member of the Humane So- 
ciety bi ing a man out of the New River, who it was af. 
terward: ſound, had done me an injury? 

Sir Chr. And, Cav'ine, if I wou'd not kick any man 
into the New River that had done me an wjury. There's 
the difference of our honeſty. Oors if you want to be 
an honeſt fellow, act from the impulſe of nature, Why, 
you have no.more gall than a pigeon. 

« Med. That, I think. is pretty evident in my pri- 
vate life. Patience, patience, -you muſt own, Sir 
Chriſtopher, is a virtue. And I have fat and heard my 
beſt friends abus'd with as much quiet patience as 


5 any Chriſtian in Chriſtendom. 


yo Sir Cbr. And I'd quarrel with any man, that 
abus'd my friend in my company. Offending my ears 
„ js as bad as boxing them.“ 
Med. Ha!“ You're always ſo baſly ; amongſt the 
hoc ge-podge of ycur | foibles, paſſion is always predo- 


minant. 
Sir Chr. So much the better A natural man 
6 unſeaſon'd with paſlion is as uncommon as a diſh of 


. © hodge-podge without pepper, and deviliſh inſipid too, 


* old Medium.“ --Foibles, quotha ? foibles are foils that 


give additional luſtre to the gems of virtue ; you have 
not ſo many foils as I, perhaps. 


Med. And, what's more, I don't want em, Sir 


Chriſtopher, I thark you. 


Sir Chr, Very une; for the devil a gem have you 


to ſet off wiih 'em. 


Med. Well, well; J never mention errors; that, I 


| flatter myſelf, is no diſagreeablc quality. I don't ber 
ccme me to ſay you are hot. 


Sir Chr. *Sbloud ! but it does become you: it be- 
comes cveryman, eſpecially an I to ſpeak the 


| dictates of his keait, 


80 
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«= O give me your plain cealing Fellows, 
HI bo never from honeſtly ſhrink ; 

« Nat thinking on all they ſbou'd tell usg 
But telling. us all that they . 


: * 
Truth from man flows like wine from a Pettit; 
« His free ſpoken heart's a full cup 3 * 
« But when truth ſlicks half Hy in the throttle, | 
Man's worſe than a boitle cark” 4 up. 


III. 


Complaiſance ie a Gingerbread creature, 
i'd for ſhew, like a watch ly each park; 5 

% But truth is a golden. repeater, 

% That ſets a man right in the dark.” 


c«c 


Ci 


1 Med. But ſuppoſe his heart dictates to any one to 
* kncck up your friend, Sir Chriſtopher ? 

« Sir Chr.. Eh [.--why---then | it becomes me to 
& knock him down : 
„% Med. Mercy on us! If that was he conſequence 
of ſcandal in England now-a-days, all our fine gentle- 
men wou'd cut each others throats over a bottle; 
and if it extended to the card tables, our routs wou d 
be fuller of black eyes, than black aces.” 


Enter Servant. 


Sod. An Engliſh veſſel, Sir, is juſt arriy'd | in the 


harbour. 


Sir Chr. A veſſel ! Odd's my life !---Now for the 
news If it is but as] hope - Any diſpatches 5 
Serv. I his Kuen, Sir, brought by a ſailor from the 


* N 


„ INKLE N YARICO! 
« Fir Chr. Now for it! If Inkle is but amonoſt | 


60 .m— unds Pm all in a flutter 5 My hand ſhakes 
« like an aſpin leaf; and you, you old fool, are as ſtiff 


« and fteady as an oak. Why arn't you all tiptoe - 


66 all nerves ! — ' 


. Med. Well, read, Sir Chriſtopher.” 


Sir Chr. (Opening the letter) Huzza ! here It is. 


He's ſafe— ſafe ard found at Earbadoes. 
( eading.) Sir, | 3 
My maſter, Mr. Inkle is juſt arri v' in your harbours 
Here, read, read, old Medium. 
Med. (Reading) Um Hur harbour ;—wwe were 


talen up by un Engliſh weſſel on. the 14th ult. Ve on'y 
waits till ] have puff'd'his bair to pay his reſpeAs to you» 


and Miſs Nareiſſu: In the mean time be bas order'd me. 


ta bruſh up this letter for your honour, from 


Your bumble Serv'int o command, 


Timothy Trudge. 
Sir Chr. Hey day! Here's a ſtile !*the voyage has 


Jumbled the fellow's.brains out of their places; the wa- 
ter has made his head turn round; but no matter; mine 
turns round too. Tj] go and prepare Narciſſa directly; 
they ſhall be married ſlap- da ſh as ſoon as he comes from 
the quay. From Neptune to Hymen, from the ham- 
mock to the bridal bed. Ha! old boy! 3 
: O Well, well; don't flurry yourſelf---you're ſo 
_ Not! i | 


Sir Chr. Hot! blood, an't I in the Weſt Indies l 


An' I Governor of Barbadoes ? He ſhall bave her as 


ſoon as he ſeis his foot on ſhore. © But, plague on't 
he's ſo flow---She ſhall rite to him like Venus out of 
„ the ſca.“ His hair puff'd! He ought to have been 
| puthng here out of breath by this time. hon 
Me. Vety true; but Venus's huſband is always ſup- 

po led to be lame, you know, Sir Chriſtopher.— 4 
e ir 


py See 


tc 
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Sir Chr. Well, now do, my good fellow, run down 
to the ſhore, and ſee what detains him. [Hurrying him off. 
Med, Well, well; T will, | will. Exit. 


Sir Chr, In the mean time, I'II get ready Narciſſa.; 
and all ſhall be concluded in a ſecond, My heart's ſet 


upon it.---Poor fellow ! after all his rumbles, and tum- 


bles, and jumbles, and fits of deſpair-+--I ſhall be rejoic'd 
to ſee him: | have not ſeen him ſince he was a high. 
But zounds | he's ſo tardy ! 


Enter Servant, 


erw. A ſtrange Gentleman, Sir, come from the 


quay, deſires to ſee you. 


"bi Chr. From the quay d ? Os my life 1 Tis he 
—Tis Inkle ! Shew him up, directly. (Exit ſervants.) 


The rogue is expeditious after all.---Pan ſo happy! 
Enter Campley. 
My dear Fellow [Embracing him--- ſhakes hands] Pm 


rejoic'd to ſee you. Welcome! welcome here, with all 


my ſoul. 
Camp. This reception, Sir Chriſtopher, 1s beyond 


my warmeſt wiſhes: --Unknown to you 


Sir Chr. Aye, aye; we ſhall be better acquainted . 
by ard by. Well, and how, eh Tell me---But old 
Medium and 1 have talk'd over your affair a hundred 


times a day, ever ſince Narciſſa arriv'd. 


Camp. You ſurprize me! Are you then W ac- 


quainted with the whole affair ?. 
Sir Chr. Every tittle. | 
Camp. And, can you, Sir, pardon what is paſt lo 
Sir Chr, Pooh ! how cou'd | you belp it? 


Camp. Very true- failing in the ſame ſnip--and- — 


Sir Cbr. Aye, aye; but we have had a hundred 
© conjectutes about you Your deſpair and diſtreſs, and 
« all that- - Your's muſt have been a damn'd ſiuation, 
* to ſay the truth. 


Camp. Cruel, indeed, Sir Chriſtopher !. and I. 
« flatter, my tel will move your compaſſion. I have. 


been 
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e been dag inclin'd to deſpair indeed, as you ay,” 


ruhen you conſider the palt ſtate of my mind. "the 
black proſpect before me. - 


Sir Chr. Ha! ha! Black enough, I dare 17 


Camp. The dificulty I have felt in bringing myfelf 
face to face to you, 


Sin Chr. That | am weine of but I knew You | 


wouw'd come the firit »pportr nity. 


Camp. Very true: Yet the diflance between the Go- 


vernor of Barbadoes and myſelf. [ Bowing. ] 
Sir Cr. Yes——a devilith way aſunder; 


Camp. Granted, Sir: which has difireſs'd me 98 
the cruelleft doubts as to our Meeting. 
Sir Chr. 'Twas a toſs up. 


Camp. The old gentleman ſeei.,s deviliſh ind, — 


Now to ſoften him. [Afide.] Perhaps, Sir, in your 


younger Cays, you md have been i in the ſame ſituaLion 


yourtelf. 
Sir Chr. Who ? II 'ſblood ! no, never in my life. 


Camp. I wiſh you had, with all my foul, Sir Chriſ- 


topher. 


Sir Chr, Upon my "Gaul, Sir, Fm very wuch oblige 
ed to you. Boing. | 


Camp. As what I now. mention might have greater 


weight with you, 


Sir Chr. Pooh! pritheef I tell you I pitied you 


from the bottom of my heart. 
Camp. Tndecd 14 Had you but been kind enough to 


| 60 have ſent o me, how happy ſhou'd TI have heen 1 in at- f 


* tending your command: ! 


 * Sir Chr. I believe zen 1 ie bs 1 
« font to yon]! Very well! ha! ha! A dry rogue! 


* You'd have been ready enough to come, my boy, 1 
4% dare ſay. (Laughing.) 


Camp. * But now, Sir;” if, with your leave, I may 


ſtill venture to mention Miſs re e 


Sir Chr. An impatient, ſenfible young dog ! like me 
toa hair! Set your heart at reſt, my boy. She's nad z 
your's before to-morrow mornin 


Camp. Amazement | I can ſcarce Ls my . 


dir 


he 


— 


) 4 


Sir Chr. Zounds ) you ought to be out of yout 
ſenſes ; but diſpaich---make ſhort work of it ever jhile 
you live, my boy. 


' Enter Narciſſa and Patty. 


Here. girl: here's your ſwain. | | [To Nav, 
Cam p. I juſt parted with my Narciſſa on the quay, 
dir. 1 f e 


further ſeparations, you ſhall eben be tack'd together di- 
realy. What fay you, girl? _ TS} 8 
Camp. Will Narcifſa con ſent to my happineſs? 


4 


Nar. I always obey my father's commands, with | 


pleaſure, Sir. I Aſide to Pattyj Steal out, Patty, as 
ſoon as you can, and prevent Mr. Inkle's appear- 
ance. My father has miſtaken Campley, I am con- 
e ent | _ 


* him of his miſtakes, you know.“ 


Sir Chr, Od! Pm ſo bappy, 1 hardly know which 


down to the quay 3 trundle old Spintext into church, and 
hey for matr.,mony ! 9 55 


Camp. With all my heart, Sir Chriſtopher, the ſooner 
the beiter. | | „„ 


Sir CHRISTOPHER, CAUr LEV, NARCISSA, PAT TT. 


Sir Chr. Your Colinettes and Arriettes, 
5 Jour Damzns of the grove, 
Who, like Fallals and Paſterals, _ 
Waſte years in love ! 
But modern folks know better jukes, 
And courtirg once begun, 
To church they hop at once ard pos 
| | Egad, alls done! N 
A „ Alle 


Sir Chr. Did you!! Ah, fly dog—had a meeting 
before you came io the old Gentleman.—Bnt here 
Take him and make much of him—and, ſor feer of 


% Patty, It is not for his daughter, Ma'am, to tell 


way to turn; but we'll have the carriage directly; drive 


. 8 * 25 
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Patty. 
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In life we france a country dance, | 
Where every couple flands ; 


7 heir partners eta auhile c r ven 


Bit con join hands. 


— 


V hen at our feet, fo trim and neat, 


The fou der'd lover ſres, 
He wows he dies, the lady ſighs, 


But can't refuſe. 


Ah ! hau can ſte unnov'd e er ſee 


Her ſauain bis death incur ? 
Tf once the ſquire is ſeen expire, 
He lives with fer. 


In life, Ec. Kc. 


When Jobn and Bet are fair! ly met, 
John boldly tries his luck ; 


He fleais a buſs, without mere fuſe, 


— Thetargain's firuck. 
Milt things beloav ave going ſo, 
Ts Betty pray to blame? | 
Who knows up ſtairs, her miſtreſs fares 


Juſt, juſt tl ve ſame, 


In life a we erance, Ec. Oc. 


End ef he SECOND ACT, 


[Exeunt; 


Conn 


SCENE I. The Quoy: 


Enter Patty. 


Me RCV on us! what a walk 1 ha ve bad of i 1 


Well, matters goon ſwimmingly at the governor's— The 
od gentleman has order'd the carriage, and the young 
couple will be whiſked here to the church in a quarter of 


—Ha here's the crown, where I hear he is hous'd. 
So- now to find Trudge, and trump up a ſtory in the true 


within.) I tell you it don't fignify, and I will come up. 


(Trudge within.) But it does ſignify, and you can't 
come up. | 


Re-enter Patty, avith Trudge. 
Patty, You had better ſay at once, [ ſhan' t. 


Fudge. Well then you ſhan't. 
Patty. Srvage l pretty behaviour you have pick'd up 


don itſelf, will foon be lofl in ſinoak, Mr Trudge; and 
the politeneſs you have ſtudied fo long in Threadneedle- 
ſtreet, bloited out by the blacks you have been. living 
with. 


Truage. No ſuch thing ; I practis'd my politeneſs all 


the white l was in the woods. Our very lodging taught” 


me good manners; for I could never bring n. yſelf to 
2) into it without bowing. 


2 = 
# 


an hour, My buſineſs is to prevent young ſoberſides, 
Young Tnkle, from appearing to interrupt the ceremony. 


 thle of a chambermaid, (Goes into the fwuſe) * (Patty 


amonglt the Hottypc ts; your London civility, like Lon- 


PFeitiy., 
A 
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Patty. Don't tell me! A mighty civil reception you 


give a body truly after a fix weeks parting |! 
Teudge. Gad, you're right; I am a little out here, 
to be ſure. (Krifes her.) Well, how do you do? 
Patty. Pſhaw,Fellow I want none of your kiſſes, 
Trudge. Oh! very well—Vll take it again. (Offers 
© hiſs her ) _— 3 
Pay. Be quiet. I want to ſee Mr. Ir kle, I have a 
meſſage to him from Miſs Narciſſa. I ſhall get a ſight 
of bim now believe. VVV 
Frudge. May be not. He's alittle buſy at preſent, 


_ Patty, Buſy, ha.] Plodding! What he's at his mul- 


tiplication table again ? 


Trudge. Very Nikelyz fo it would be a pity to inter- | 


rupt him, ycn know. | 8 
Patty, Certainly ; and the whole of my buſineſs was 
io prevent his hurrying himſelf— Tell him, we ſhan't be 


ready to receive him at the Governor's till te- morrow, 


ye hear? 
Trudge No? 85 3 
Patty. No! Things are not prepared. The place 


isnt in order; and the ſervants have not had proper no- 


tice of his arrival, | | 
Truuge. Oh! let me alone to give the ſervants notice 
Rat- Tat —Tat— 'ts all the notice we had in Threac- 
needle-ftreer of the arrival of a viſiio. 
Pat'y. Threadneedle ſtreet! ! Threadneedle nonſenſe! 
d have you to know we do every thing with an air. 
 _ Matters have 1dken another turn—Stlle | Stile, Sir, is 
required here I pronuſe you. 
 Traudge. Turn-Stile!! And pray what ſtile will ſerve 
your turn now, Madam Patty ? 5 . 


Patty. A due dignity and decorum, io be ſure ; Sir 
Chriſtopher intends Mr Inkle, youknow, for his ſon- 


in-law, and muſt receive him in public form. which can't 

be till to-morrow mori.ing) for the honour of bis go- 

vernerſhip: why the whole iſland will ring of it. 
Trudge, The devil it will! Re 
Paity. Yes; they've talk'd of nothing but my miſs 


treſs's beauty and fortune for theſe fix weeks. Then he 


: Trudge, 4 


be intreduc'd to the bride, you know. 


r 
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Trudge. O, my y poor maſter ! 

Patty. Then a public breakfaſt ; then a proceſſion 3 
then—if nothing happens to prevent fit, - he'll get into 
church, and be married in a crack. 


Tradge, Then he'll get into a damn'd ſcrape i in a 
crack. 


Fatty. Hey-day! a-ſcrape! The holy ſtate of ma- 
ttimony ! 

Trudge, Yes; its plaguy holy; and many of its vo- 
taries, as in other holy ſtates, live in repentance and mor- 
tifcation. Ah! poor Madam Yarico ! My poor pilgar- 


lick of a maſter, what will become of him (Half aſide.) 


Patty. Why, what's the nntter with the booby ? 


Trudge. Nothing, nothing —he'll be hang'd for poli 


biga my. 
Patty. Polly who ? 


Trudge. It muſk out—Patty * 
Patty. Well? 


Trudge. Can yea keep a ſecret 3 2 
Patty. Try me! 


Trudge. Then [Whiſpering] My maſter keeps a ein. 6 


Patty. Oh monſtrous ! another woman? 
Trudge. As ſure as one and one makes two. 
Patty. [Afide. Rare news for my miſtreſs l Why 


I can hardly believe it: the grave, ſly, ſteady, ſober Mr. 
| Inkle, do ſuch a thing [- 


Trudge. Pooh | it's always your Oy,” ſober fellows, 


that"go the moſt after the giils. 
Patty. Well; I ſhould f- oner ſuſp <Q you. 


Trudge. Me 7 Oh Lord I be! ke Do you thiok 


| any ſmart, tight, little black ey d wench wou'd be ſtruek 
with my figure? [ Conceit. dly]. 


Patty: Pihaw !-never aund «your figure. Tell me 


bow it happen'd ? 


Trudge. You ſhall hear: when the ſhip left us aſhore, 
my maſter turn'd as pale as a ſheet of paper. It is'nt 
every body that's bleſt with courage, Patty. 

Falty. Tus} | 

Trudge. H owever, I bid him cheer up; told him, 
to "Oe, to 9 &bow : topk the lead, and began our 
march. E 2 


Pat'y. 
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week. 
Patty. Well, well; but the Lady. 
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' Patty. Well? 
Trudge. We hadwt gone far, when a a ene- 


ey'd black boar, that grinn'd like a devil, came down | 


the hill in a jog trot ! My matter meJted as faſt as A pot 
of pomatum! ! 


2 Patyy. Mercy on us! 
Trudge. But what does I do, but akin out my deſk; | 


knife, that I us'd to cut the quills with at home; met 
the monſter, and fit up his taroat like a pen — The 


boar bled like a pig. 


Patty, Lord! Trudge, what a great traveller you 


Trudge. Ves; 1 remember we fed on the Altck for a 


' Truage. The Lady O, true, By and by we came 
to a cave—a large hollow room, under ground, like a 
warehouſe in the Adelphi. Well, there we were half 
an hour, before | could get him to go in; there's no ac- 


counting for fear, you know. At laſt, in we went to a 


place hung round with ſkins, as it might be a Furrier's 


Thop and there was a fine Lady ſnoring. on a bow and 
arrows, | | 


Patty. What, all alone | 


A : Trudge. Eh [—No—no=—no. 8 had 2 


young lion by way of a lap-dog. | 
Pay. Gemini! what did you do? | 
 Trudge, © Gave her a jog, and ſhe open'd her eye 


f ſhe ſtruck my maſter immediately. 


Fatty. Mercy on us! with wha: ? 


| Trudge. With her beauty, you Ninny, to be fure, 
and they ſoon brought matters to bear. The wolves | 


witneſs'd the contract.— ] gave her away The crows 


-croak'd Amen; and we had board and lodging for no- 


$hing, 


Trudge. The fame. 
Raw Well; and tell me Trudge ;—ſhe's pretty, 
8 ſay—lIs ſhe fair or brown? or 
Trudge. Um! ſhe's of a gocd comely copper. 
Patty, How! a Tawny 2 2 
=: dew, | 


Patty. And this is ſhe he has brought to Barbadoes ? 


2 


"AN OFERA: 7] 
Trudge, Yes quite dark; but very elegant; like 


_ a Wedgewood tea-por, 


Patty. Oh! the monſter ! the hithy fellow ! Live 
with a black-a-moaor! © | 


| Frudge. Why, there's no great harm in't, I hope, 


Patty. Faugh i I wou'dn't let him kiſs me for the 


world : he'd make my face all ſmutty. 


' Trudge. Zounds ! you are mighty nice all of a ſud- 


den ; but I'd have you to know, Madam Patty, that 


Black- a- moor Ladies, as you cal} em, are ſome of the 


very few, whoſe complexions never rub off! *Sbud if 


they did, Wows and I ſhou'd have chang'd faces by this 
time But mum ; not a word for your life. 


Patty. Not'I ! except to the governor and family. 


{4/ide.] But I muſt run---and, remember, Trudge, if 


your maſter has made a miſtake here, be has himſelf to. 
thank for bis pains 5 | | 


8. O N G. 


W a or ar the Ger: 
Some hit wide of the maxk, as we wenches all know. 


| But of all the jbots, he's the worſt in the art 


Who ſhouts at a pigeon and kills a crow. Ob- 
Your maſter bas Rill'd @ erow, 


IL 


When younkirs go out, the firfl time in their liver, 
At random they fboot, and let fly as they go: 


So your maſter unſtill d how to level at wives, 


Has ſbot at. a pigeon and ill d a crow. 
f . O. bo 1 C.. 


III. 


Lowe and money thus waſted, in terrible trim 
His powder is ſpent, and his ſhot running low ? 
Yet the pigeon be miſ#d, 've-a notion with him 
Will never, for ſuch a miſtakes pluck a crow. - 
; No! ml 1 
Tour maſier may nee 
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7 e | Plhaw ! ! theſe-girls are ſo plaguy proud of 
their white and red! but I won't be ſhamed out of 
| Wows, that's flat. Maſter, to be ſure, while we were 

in the foreſt, taught Yarico to read with his pencil and 
pocket- bock. What then? Wows comes on fine and 
taſt in her leſſons. A little awkward ai rſt, to be ſure, 
Ha! ha I- She's fo us'd to feed with her hands, that 
I can't get her to eat her victuals in a genteel Chriſtian 

way for the ſoul of me: when ſhe has {tuck a morſel on 
Her fork, ſhe don't know how to guide i it; but pops up 
her knuckles to her mouth, and the meat goes up to her 
ear. - But, no matter--o After all the ſine flaſhy London 
girls, Wowſki's the wench for my money. 


$0 N.9, 


A Cl:rk I ar in London gay, 
" Jemmy linkuni feedle, 

And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem taveedle, 

I march'd ls lobby, tavirſd my flick, 

D:dale, dadlalle, aeedle; © 

The gi, ls all cryd, “ He's quite the mn 

200 Jenny linkum feedle. 


- II. 


Hey! for America J /ail, 
2 Yankee doodle deedles | 
The-ſailor boys cry'd, Fai bis Yall I 
Ferm linkum feedle. | 
On Engliſh belles Hurn'd my back, 
Didile, daddie, deedle ;; 
And got a foreign Fair, quite Black, 
1 truadale, twaddle vvueellle . 


III. 2255 


| ES. 


Your London Girls, with roguih iris, 
Wheedle, aubesale, wheedle, 
Boaſt their peuting under-lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 
My Maus wou'd beat @ hundred ſuch, 
Didale, duddle, deedle, 
Fhoſe upper-lip pouts twice as much 
O pretty double aue dle! | 


: Rings Til buy to deck her toes, 


Jemmy linkum feedle ; 
A feather fine Jhal! grase her noſe, 
Ma ding fidle ſeede; _ 
With jealouſy Ine er ſhall burſt, 
:  Who'd fleal my bone of bone-a £ 
ff white Othello, I can truft Wy 
A dingy Deſdcmons. {Exits 


SCENE II. 4 Fumin the Crown: 


Enter Inkle, © — 


I know not what to think; 1 have given her aillant 
hints of parting, but ſtill ſo ſtrong her confidence in wy 


affection, ſhe prattles on without regarding me. Poor 
Yarico ! I muſt not—cannot quit her. When I wou'd 
ſpeak, her looks, her mere fimplicity diſarms me; 1 dare 
not wound ſuch innocence. Simplicity is like a ſmiling 


babe, which to the ruffan that wou'd murder it, ſtretch- 
ing its little naked, helpleſs arms, pleads . ſpeechleſs its 


own cauſe, And yet—Narcifſa's family 


— — 
— » 


Fa Enter. 


CE TEENY 
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7 rudge. \ Plhaw ! ! theſe-girls are ſo plaguy proud of 
their white and red! but I won't be ſhamed out of 
\Wows, that's flat. Maſter, to be ſure, while we were 
in the foreſt, taught Yarico to read with his pencil and 
pocket- book. W hat. then? Wows comes on fine and 
faſt in her leſſons. A little awkward at firſt, to be ſure. 
Ha! ha I- Sbe's fo us'd to feed with her hands, that 

J can't get her to eat her victuals in a genteel Chriſtian 
way for the ſoul of me: when the has ſtuck a morſel on 
her fork, the don't know how to guid? it; but pops up 
; za knuckles to her mouth, and the meat goes up to her 

But, no manter---After all the fine flaſhy London 
zu, Wonkrs the weach for my money. 


8 o No. 


4 Clerk ] avas in London gays 
Jemmy li nkuzi feedle, 
And went in boots to ſee the Hay, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle, 
I mardb'd the lobby, tævir ha 2 flick, 
| D:dale, farldie, aeedle; 
The gr Ps all ory Mg. Bey quite the tick! 
2344" Y Jenny linkum feedle. 


I. 


Hey! for Abri 7 /ail, 
Yankee duodle deedle; 
The-ſailor bes cry'd, ** 2 his ay 12 
Ferm) linki:m feedle. = 
On Engliſb belles Iturn'd my back, 
Djalalle, dadllle. deedle 3 
And got a foreign Fair, quite Black, 
Ob tweddle, Tua ivecdle . 


—— — — — —⅛ — — 


a. — A 


I. 


ur London Girls, with roguih iris, 
Wheedle,. wheedle, wheedze, 

Boa their peuting undz-lip, 

Fiddle, faddle, feedle. | 8 

My Maus wou'd beat à hundred ſuch, 
Didale, duddle, deedle, 

Whoſe upper-lip pots tavice as much. 
O pretty double witedle ! 


IV. 


Kings I'll buy to deck her toes, 
Femmy linkum feedle ; + 
A feather fine dall grave her noſe, 
Weaving ſidle ſeedle ; 
With jealouſy I neer ſhall burſ?, 
: bod fleal my bone of bone-a £ 
ff white Othello, I can truſt 5 | 
A dingy Deſdemona. + TExite 


SCEN * fi. Eiom in the Crown, 


Enter Inkle. 


1 know not what to think; 1 have given her diſtant 
hints of parting, but flill ſo ſtrong her confidence in wy 


affection, ſhe prattles on without regarding me, Poor 
Yarico ! I muſt not—cannot quit her. When | wou'd 


ſpeak, her looks, her mere ſimplicity difarms me; I dare 
not wound ſuch innocence. Simplicity is like a ſmiling 
babe, which to the ruffian that wou'd murder it, ſtretch- 
ing its little naked, helpleſs arms, pleads . ſpeechleſs its 


Fa 5 Emer. 


— 
—-— 


vad laugh at me:; they'd call it folly io retrad. 


— — 


* PIPES 
* 
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Enter Trudge 


Prudpe. There he is, Ike a bead. beſpeaking 2 coat 


A oubting which colour to beer 


ns * 5 n | pre | | 
rudge. othing unex -: Bier 4s 8 
Won't be angry. * 3 e * 2 
Aale. Angry! 
37%, Sir! 
Inkle. Joy! —of what? 
Trudge. A wife, Sir; a white one.—-T know it will 
vex you, but Miſs Narciſſa means to make you. happy 


- Trudge. em forry for it; but I am come to give you | 


to morrow morning, 


Inkle. To morrow! | 


Trudge. Yes, Sir; and as I have been out of em- 


ploy, in both my capacities lately, after I have · dreſsd 
your hair, I may draw. up the marriage articles. 
 Jnkle, Whence comes your intelligence, Sir ? 


Trudge. Patty told me all that has paſt at the Go- 
verjpor's family, on the quay, Sir. Women you know, 
can ne ver keep a ſecret, You'll be introduc'd ig form, 

with the whole iſfang ta witneſs lt. 


Jnkle. So public too |—Unlucky | 


- Trudge. There will be nothing but N i com- 
pliment to the wedding, the tells me; all noiſe and up- 
| roar! married people bke it, they ſay. 


Inkle Btrange ! that I ſhou'd be fo blind ta my in- : 


tereſt, as to be the only perſon this diſtreſſes E 
Trudge. they are talking of nothing elſe but the 
match, it ſeems. 


' Inkle. Confuſion ! how can I in bonour-retraQ ? 


Trudge. And the bride's merits — 


Inks, True -A fund of merits I- I wou'd not- 


but from neceſſity - a caſe ſo nice as this I wou dnt 
With to retract. :. | e 
FTirudge. Then they call her ſo handſome, 

| Inkle, Very true; ſo handſome | the whole world 


| Truagez 


we woe? 


79 ff w n i tw at wee | 1 
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Trudge, And then they ſay ſo much of her ſortune. [th 
tTnkle. O death! it wou'd- be madneſs to retract. | g 


Surely, my faculties haye ſlept, and this long parting | 
from my Narciſſa, has blunted my ſenſe of her accom- 
pliſhments. Tis this alone makes me ſo weak and wa 
» verizg. Vit ſee her immediately. [Going.]J 6 
Trudge. Stay, ftay, Sir; L. am dcfir'd to tell you. 
the Governor won't open his gates to us till to-morrow 
morning, and is now making preparations to receive you 
at breakfaſt, with all the honours of matrimony. __ | 
Inalle. Well, be it fo; it will give me time, at all I! 
events, to put my affairs in train. | ct 2 
Trudge. Ves; it's a ſhort reſpite before execution; | 
and if your Honour was to go and comſort poor Madam 1 
| 


- Yaricg=-- Pg 
TInkle. Damnation ! Scoundrel, how dare you offer 
your advice ?—-1 dread to think of her. | 15 
Trudge. l've done, Sir, I've done. But I know I 
ſhould blubber over Wows all night, if 1 thought of 
' parting with her in the morning. e 
UInkle. Inſolence, begone, Sir | 
Trudge. Lord, Sir, I only--- 5 
Inkle. Get down ſtairs, Sir, directly. go 
Trudge. [Going out.] Ah ! you may well put your 
hand to your head; and a bad head it muſt be, to for- 
get that Madam Yarice prevented her countrymen from 
peeling off the upper part of it. (Aſide) [ Exit. 
{nkle. *Sdeath, what am I about ? how. have | ſlum- 
bered © Rouſe, rouſe, good Thomas In kle!“ ls it I--- 
1---who in London lavgh'd at the younkers of the town 
---and when I ſaw their chariots, with ſome fine tehpti- 
ing girl perk'd in the corner, come ſhopping to the city, 
wou'd cry---Ah!---there fits ruin=-there flies the Green= 
hora's money ; then wonder'd with myſelf how men 
cou'd trifle time on women ; or, indeed, think of any 
women without fortunes, And now, forſootb, ii reſts 
with me to tura romantic puppy, and give up All for. 
Love. Give up !--»Q mouſtrous folly---thirty thouſand 
pounds! She , 


 Trodge, 
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Trudge. (Peeping in at the or.) 


Trudge. May 1 come in, Sir? 
Intle. What does the booby want? 
| Trudge, Sir, your uncle wants to ſee yow. 
Inkle. Mr. Medium! Shew him up directly. 
| [Exit Trudge: 


He muft know of this. To-morrow !——* I muſt 
„ be blunt with Yarico,” I wiſh-this marriage were 


more diſtant, that I might break it by degrees: She'd 
take my purpoſe better, were it leſs ſuddenly deliver, 
« Womens weak minds bear grief as colts do burdens : 
„% Load them with their full weight at onee, and they 
4 fink under it, but every day add little imperceptihly 
& to little, *tis wonderful how much theyil carry.”? 


| Enter Medium. 2 
Med. Ah! here is! Give me your hand, Nephew f 
welcome, welcome to-Barbadoes, with all my heart. 


Tnkle. 1 am glad to meet you here, Uncle! 
Med. That you are, that you are, I'm ſure ; Lord! 


Lord ! when we parted laſt, how Lwiſh'd we were in 


a room together, if it was but the black hole! “ Sinte 
we ſunder d, I have not beea able to fleep o'nights for 
thinking of you. I've laid awake and fancied | ſaw you 
ſkeping your laſt, with your head in a lion's mouth for 
a night cap; and Pve never ſeen a bear brought over to 


dance about the ſtreet, but I thought you might be 


bobbing up and down im its belly. 

Inkle. Tam very much oblig'd to you:  _ 
Med. Ay, ay, I am happy enough to find you fafe 
and ſound, I promiſe du. Why, I've been hunting 
«© all oyer the quay, and been in half the houſes upon 
it, before I cou'd find you; I ſhould have been here 
„ ſoonerelſe.. Whew! I'm ſo warm, I've run as faſt'-- 


« Infle. As you Cid in the foreſt---Ehb! Mr. Me- 


dium? 5 
„Med. Well, well; thank heaven we aré both 


6 6 10 


4 out of the foreſt | Hounflow-heath at duſk is a trifle 
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to it. I ſhall never ſee a tree without ſhaking; _ 
I cou'd not walk in a grove again with comfort, th 

« it were in ihe. middle of Paradiſe.” But, you 145 
a fine proſpect before you now, young man; I am come 


to take yau with me. to Sir Chriſtopher, Who is impa⸗ 
tient to ſee you. 


Inlle. To- morrow he expects me. | 

Med. To-morrow ! diceQly— this moment—in half : 
a ſecond—T left him ſtanding on tip-toe, as he calls it, 
to embrace you; and he's ſtanding on tip-toe, now in 


the great parlour, and there he'll ſtand til 708 come 
to him. 


Inkle. Is he ſo baſty ? 


Med. Haſty? he's all pepper>--and wonders you are 
not with him, before it's pcflible to get at him. Haſty 
indeed. Why he vows:you ſhall have his 3 this 
very night, 

Ink'e. What a Dvationt 

Med. Why, it's hardly fair juſt after a voyage, But 
come, buſtle, buſtle, he'll think you neglect him, 
He's rare and touchy, I can tell you; and if he once 
takes it into his head that-you ſhew the leaſt light to 
his daughter, it would knock up all your ſchemes | in 4 
minute. 

Ink'e. Confuſion! if he ſhould hear of Yarico! (A,. de.) 

Med. But at preſent you are all and all with him 
he has been telling me h's intentions theſe fix weeks; 
you"| be a fine warm huſband, J promiſe you. 
Inle This curſed connection! (Afde.) 
| Med. It is not forme though to tell you how to play 
your cards; you are a prudent young man, and can 

make calculations in a wood. * I need not tell you 
* that the leaſt ſhadow of affront diſobliges a teſty old 
fellow: but:remember, I never ſpeak ill of my friends. 

Indle. Fool! fool! fool! (Afide.) | 

Med. Why, what the devil is the matter with you? 

Inkle. It muſt be done effectually or all is loſt; mere 
par: ing would not conceal it. (Aide.) 

Med: Ah? now he's got to his 2 Square Root 
again, IJ ſuppoſe, and Old Nick would not move hin 
Why, nepbew 1. 

Illes 
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Inlle. The planter that ! ſpoke with cannot be ar- 


riv'd---but time is precious-—the firſt I meet com- 
55 mon prudence now demands it, Fa fix d; I'll part 


with her. (Aſi le.) | Exit. 
Wed. Damn me, but he's mad! The woods have 
turn'd the poor boy's brains; he's ſcalp'd, and gone 


crazy! Holo Inkle! Nephew ! Gad Tl ſpoil your 


arithmetck, 1 warrant me. [ Exit. 
8s EN E, The Duay. 
Enter Sir Chriſtopher Curry. 


Sir Chr. Ode my life ! I can ſcarce contain my hap- 


pineſs; P've left 'em ſafe in church in the middle of the 


ceremony; I ought 10 have given Narciſſa away, they 
told me ; but | caper'd about ſo much for joy, that Old 
Spintext adviſed me to go and cool my heels on the quay 


till it was all over, Odd, I'm fo happy; ard they ſliall 


ſee now W „hat an old fellow can do at a SES; 


Enter dolle. 


ä Inkle. Now for eich Harkee, old gentleman ! 


(to the governor.) = - 
Sir Chr; Well, young gentleman ? 
- Inkle. If | miſtake not, I know your buſineſs here. 


Sir Chr, Egad, l believe half the iſland knows it - 


before this time, 
Inkle. Then to the point=--1 bete a female, whom 
I wiſh to part with. 


Sir Chr. Very likely; it's a common caſe now a- 


days with many a man. 


Inkle If you ccu'd ſatisfy r me, you wcu'd vſe her 


mildly, and treat her with more kindneſs than is uſual--- 
for I can tell you, the's of no common flamp<--perhaps 
we might agree. 


Sir Chr. ” Oho! a fave ! Faith now 1 think on't, my 


daughter may Want an attendant oi two extraordinary 


ard 
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and as you ſay ſhe's a delicate girl, above the common 
run, and none of your thick-lip'd, flat-nos'd, r. 
dumpling dowdies, 1 don't much care if ; 
Inlle. And for her treatment _ 
Sin Chr. Lock ye, young man, I love to be plain; J 
ſhall treat her a good deal better than you wou'd, | fan- 
cy; for though I witneſs this cuſtom every day, Lean't 
help thinking the only excuſe for buying our fellow crea- 
tures, is to reſcue 'em from- the hands of thoſe Who 
are unfeeling enough to bring em to market. 5 
| Inkle. ** Ssmewhat too blunt, Sir; J am no common 
trafficker, dependent upon proud rich: Planters,” Fair 
words, old Sendlenun- an Engliſhman won't put up an 
affront. 
Sir Chr. An Engliſhman 1 More * for you; ; 
Let Engliſhmen bluſh at ſuch practices.“ Men who 
ſo fully fl the bleſſings of liberty, are doubly cruel in 
depriving the helpleſs of their freedom. | | 
© -Inkie, Confuſion! 


© Sir-Chr, "Tis not my place to ſay fo much , but ; 


I can't help ſpeaking my mind. | 
Inkle, I muſt be cool.” Let me le you Sir, 


nis not my occupation, but for a. Private reaſon; an in- 


flant preſſing neceſſity 
Sir Chr. Well, well, I have a prefling necel ity too: 


I can flan, to talk now; l. expect company here pre- 


:ſently 3 but if you'll ak for me to-morrow at the Caſtle 
Inkle. The: Caftle ! 
Sir Chr. Aye, Sir, the Caſtle, the Governor' s Caſtle, 
known all over: Barbados. | 
In lle. Sdeath, this man muſt be on the Governor's 


'eſftabliſhment-; his ſteward, perhaps, and ſent after 
we while Sir Cbrillopher i is impatiently waiting for me. 


P've gone too far; my ſecret may be known — As lis, 


Vil win this fellow to my intereſt. (20 bim.) One word 


more, Sir: my buſineis muſt be done in mediately; and 
as you ſeem acquainted at the Caſtle, if you ſhould ſee 
me there and there mean to ſlcep to-night, 

Sir Chr. The Devil you do! 


r 


N * 
e * 
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Irkle. Your finger on your lips: ; and never breathe 


a ſyllable of this tranſaction. 


Sir Chr, No Why not? 


Ink/e. Becauſe, for reaſons, which perhaps you'll | 
| know to-morrow, I might be injur'd with the Gover- 


nor, 'whoſe moſt particular friend l am. 
Siy Chr. So, here's a particular friend of mine com- 


ing to ſleep at my houſe, that never ſaw in my life. Pl 
' found this fellow. (Afide.) I fancy, young gentleman, 

as you are ſuch a boſom friend of the governor's, you | 
can hardly do ary thing to-alter your fitration with him? | 
**Tſhowdn't imagine any thing cou'd bring him to think 


a bit worſe of you than he does at preſent.” 
nile. On! pardon me; but you'll find that hereafs 
ter belides you, doubtleſs, know his character.? 


Str Chr. Ob, as well as I do my own. But let's ul- 
derſtand one another. You may truſt me, now, you've 
gone fo far. Lou are acquainted with his character, | 


no doubt, ſo a hair. 


Zafe. I am l fee we ſhall andiffand each other, | 
You know him too, I ſee, as well as IA very touchy, | 
teſty, hot old fellow, | 


Sir Chr, Here's a ſceundrel ! 1 hot and touchy |! 
Zounds ! | can hardly contain my paſſion I- But 1 


wore ditcover myfelf. Vil ſee the bottom of this 
(o him.) Well now, as we ſeem to have come to a to- 
Jerable explanation And, as you nay be afſur'd, Tia 
m7 incapable of whifering all this in the Governor's ear,” 
let's proceed to buſineſs—bring me the woman, 


Intle No; there you ouſt excuſe me. I rather 
wov'd avid ſeeing her more; and wiſh 1t to be ſettled 


without my ſeeming imerſererce. My preſence might 


diſtreſs ber. ou conceive me? 
Fir Chr. Zounds! what en unfeeling raſcal The 


poor girl's in love with him, I ſoppoſe. No, no, ſair 


and open, My gealing's with you, and you ouly ; 1 lee 
ber now or J declare off. 
Inkle. Well ther, you muß be ſatisfied; yonder's 


| my ſervant—ha—a thought has firuck me. Come 


here, Sir. | 
. | Enter 


e 


— — 


Enter Trudge, | 


wh write my W and end it her by ks. Trs 
lucky that 1 taught her to decypher characters; my la- 


bour now is pail. — This is {omewhat leſs abrupt; *twill 


ſoften wat'ers (io himſelf) (takes out bis pocket hook and 


writes) Give this to Larico; then bring her kicher 


with you. 
Trudge. I ſhall, Sir, [Going 1 
Inkle. Stay; come back. Chis Loft fool, if unia- 
firucted; may add to her diſtreſs ; his driveling ſyinpa- 
thy may feed her grief inflead of ſogthing mit. When 
ſne has read this paper, ſeem to anke hight of it; 


$ 


tell ber it is a thing. of courſe, done purely ſor her good. 


| here inform her that! mu part with her. D'ye un- 

derfland your leſſon. | 
Tiudye. Pa—part with Mito Yar i=co! 
Intle. Why does the blockhnead ſtam ner II have 


my reaſons No muntering—And let me tell you, Sir, 


if your rare bargain were gone too, twou'd be the bet- 


ter; ſhe may babble our ſtory of the foreſt, and ſpoil 


my fortune. 
T udge. I'm ſorry for | it, Sir; Tve liv'd wih yon a 


long while: Pve half a year's wages too due the 25th uo. 


due for dreffing your hair and ſcribbling your parch- 


ments; but take my ſcribbling ; take my frizzing ; take 


mv wiges ; and F and Wows will take onrielyes off to- 
g ther—ſhe ſav'd my life, and rot me, Sir, if any thing 
bot death ſhall. part us. 

In lle. Impeft. nend! Go, and deliver Vour me ſſage. 


Trudge. 'm gone, Sir, Lord, Lord | Fnever eartizd 
a letter with ſuch ill will in all my born days. [Ex it. 


Sir Chr. Weil ſhall | fe the girl ? 

Title. She'll be here prefenily. One thing [ had ſor- 
get; when ſhe is your's; I need not caution you, aer 
the hints I've given to keep her from the caftl-, If Sir 
Chriſtopher ſhould ſee ber, *twould lead, you know, to 
a diſcovery of what I with conceal'd. 


dir Cr. 1 upon me—Sir Chriſtopher will 


F 2 | know 


„ * * 
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know no more cf our meeting, than he does at this 
moment, 
Inkle. Your ſecrecy ſhall not be unrewarded ; In 
recommend you particularly to his good graces, 
Sir Chr, Thank ye, thank ye, but I'm pretty much 
in his good graces as it is: I don't know any body he 
has a greater reſpe& for 85 


| | Re-enter Trudge; 


Inkle. Now: Sir, 1 you perform'd your meſſage? 

Triage, Yes, | gave ber the letter. 

Ind e. And where is Yarico? did ſhe ſay ſhe'd come? 
didn't you do as you were order? dt you ſp-ak 

to her? 
© Teudgs, I coufdivt, Sir, 1 con'dote—1 intended to 
ſay what you bid me— but, I felt ſuch a pain in my- 
throat, I cov' an'! ſpeak a word, for the ſoul of me, and: 
ſo, Sir, I-felt a crying. 

Inkle. Blockhead! = 
Sir Chr. 'S4l40d, but he's a very kbneft blockbead. 5 

Telt me, my good fellow==what ſaid the wench' ? 
 Tru./g-, Nothing at all, Sir, Se fat down wich. 
her two Sal elaip'd on her knees, and look'd ſo piti- 
fully in my face, I cou'd not ſtand it. Oh here ſha ÞF 
comes, l' go and find Wows, If L muſt he melan- 
choly, ſhe jhall keep me company, Exit. 

Sir Chr. O here ſhe comes. Os my lite, as come- 
ly a wench, as ever | ſaw. 


Enter Yarico, ubs locks ſome time in Inkle's face, burfls 
Into fears, and falls on his nech. 


Inkle, In tears, nay, Yarico | why this ? 

Tar. Oh do not-= 0 nat leave me! 

Inkle, Why, ſim ple girl! I'm labouring for your good, 
My intereſt here is ran of z I cap do nothing from 


my ſelf: you are ignorant of our country's cuſtoms. : 
55 mu 
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muſt give way to mea more powerſul, who will not 
have me with you But fee, wy Yartco, ever anxious 
for your welfare, I've found a kind, good perſon, who 
vil protect you. 

Yar. An! why not you protekt me ? 

[nkle. ÞT nave no means —how can [? 

Far, jpuſt as l thelter'd you. Take me to yonder 
mountain, where I ſee no ſmoke from tall high houſes, 
hid with your cruel coun:rymen. None of your princes: 
there will come to take me from you. And ſhou'd they 
ſiray that way, we'll find a lurking place, Juſt like my 
on poor cave, where many à day !] fat beſide you, and 
bleiy'd the chance that brought you- to ii that might 
ſave your life.. 

Fir Chr. His life! Zounds my blood boils at the 
ſchundrel's ingratitude!“ | 

Zur. Come, come, let's go: | abways fear'd theſe. 

nes. Les fly and ſeek the words; ; and'-there we'll 
wander: hand ia hand. together. No cares will vex us 
then — Wel} let the day glide by- inidleneſs; and you. 
ſhall itin the ſhade; and watch the fonbegus playing 
on the brook, while Iwill ſing the ſong that pleaſes vou. 
No cares, love, but for foog—and welll live cheecily | 
wartant—In tbe fieſh- eaily morning you thall hunt 


down our game, and | will pick you berries—and ther, 


af eight, Fil trim our bed of. leaves, and lie me doven 
in peace Oh !. we ſhall be fo happy! 


Intle, ** This is mere trifling, ige trifling of an un- 


'* enlighten'd lach an.“ Heir me,  Yurteo, 


ryinen and yours | 
ploxions. We were not born 10 live in weods and caves: 
io ſeck ſubiſſtence by purſuing beaſts We chriſtlans, 
il, hunt money, a thing unknown to you, But here 


My. coun- 


us money which brings us ea ſe, plenty, coaunand, pow-. 


er, every thing, and of courſe bappineſs,. You are the 
har to my attaining this; therefore tis neceſſary for my 
good —and which I think: you value. — 

Yar, Lou know I} do ;- fo much, that: it EO FY 
break my heart to leave yuu, 


Inkle. But we mull part. 
L thall loſe all, | 


FL. Lag: 


OPER A: . 


s Oiffer as n in minds as in com- 


If you are ſcen with me, 


6 IN K LE AN VARIO: 


Yar. I gave up all for you my friends my eouns - 
try: all that is dear to me: and ſti} grown dearer ſince 
you ſhelter'd there All, all was left ior you, and were 


it now to do ee Pd eroſs the ſeas, and ſollow 
you all the world over 


Inlle. We idle time; Sir, ths i is your's, See you 
obey this gentleman ; *twill be the better for you. (going) 


Yar. O barbarous! (folding bim) io: not, do not 
aba ndon me. 


Jule. No more. 6. I'm fix d. * 

Tar. Stay but a little. © 1 ſhan't live long to be a 
* burden to you, Your cruelty has cut me to the 
heart.“ Protect me but à little—or Vil obey this 
man, and undergo all hardſhips for your good 4 ſtay, 

but to witneſs ein. I'ſoon ſhall fink with grief; tarry 
till then; and hear me ble's your name when Iam dying; 
and beg you now and then, when Lam gone, to heave 
a ſi gh for your poor Varico. 


Take, dare not liſten. You, 8 ir, I hope, will take 
good care of her. (going. ) 


Sir Chr. Cate of her that I will—Pll cheriſh her- 
I ke my own caughter, and pour balm into the heart of 


a poor innocent gil, that bas been wounded by the's ar- 
tiäces ef a ſcoundrel. 


Inlle. Ha? *Sdeath, Sir, how dar you l. WR 


Sir Chr, *Sdeath Sir, how dare you look aa honeſt | 
man in the face ?—— 


Inke. Sir, you ſhall fee! -- 5 
Sir Chr, Feel! I's more than ever you did, I' | 
believe ; mean, ſordid wretch ! dead to all ſenſe of ho- 
nour, grati ude, or bumavi:y—1 never heard of ſuch bars 
bariiy! 1 have a fon-n-law, who has been left in the 
ſame ſituation, but, if I thor ght ham capable of ſuch cru- 
elty, dam'me it { wou'd not turn him to fea with a peck | 
loa! in a cockle ſhel}- - Come, come, Cheer up, my girl. 


You than want a friend to protect vou, ] warrant you 
=- {((ching YANCO by the hand ) 


ſnkle. Iaſolence! The Governor ſhall er of this | 
iuſult. 
Sir. Chr, Tha Gorernor | lyar ! cheat | Pn I 
impoſty; ! breaking all ties ou ought to keep, and pre- 
| tencivig | 


— 
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tending to thoſe you ave no right to. The Governor 
had never ſuch a fellow in the whole catalogue of his“ 
acquiintance—the Governor diſowns you=-=the Gover- 
nor diſclaims you=--the; Governor abhors you ; and to 5 
Four utter c3nfufion, here ſtands the Governor to tell 


you fo, Here ſtands old Curry, who never talk'd to a 


rogue without telling him what he thought of him. 
Inkle. Sir Chritlopher! Loft and undone ! 


Med. (Vithout.) Halo! young Multiplication ! > 


Zounds! ve been peeping in every cranny of the houſe. 
Why, young Rule of Three! (Enters from the inn.) 


Oh, here yowal e at laſt.---Ah, Sir Chriſtopher 1 What 
are you th? re! too impatient 1 fee to wait at home, 
But here's one that will make you eaſy, I 7 (Clape- - 


ping Tnkle on the froulder.) 
Fer Chr. How came you to know him? 


Med. Hal! ha! Well, that's curious enough too. i 


So you have been EDT here without binding out each 
other. 


Sir Chr. No, no; I have found im out with a. - 


venges nce. 


Med. Not you. Why, this is the de ir boy. Irs 
my nephew, that is; your DEI; that is to be. 


Irs Inkle! 


Sir Chr. It's alie z and you? re a purblind old booby .. 


—and this dear boy is a damn'd coundrel. 


Med. Hey-dey, what's the meaning of this? One ; 
- was mad before, and he bas bit the other, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Chr, But bere comes. the dear boy the true 


boy the jolly boy, piping hot from e with my. 


daughter. 


Enter Campley, Narciſſa, and ba. 


Med. Campley ! 
Sir Chr, Who, Campley l. s no ſuch thing. 
 Canp. That's my name, indeed, Sir Cariſtopher. 


| "BLM 


Sir Chr. Tne Devil it is! Ad how came you, Sir, 


to impoſe upon me, and affume the name of Inkle? A 
name which every man of honeſty ought to be aſhamed 


of. 


Camp. 1 never did, Sir,. —dince I ſailed from Eng- 
land 


goats ah 
* "SINE * 


* 
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land with your daughter, wy affection ins daily encreal- 
ed, and when | cate to explain myſelſ to you, by a hum 
ber oi concurring ct;cumftances,, which } am now purtly 
acquuited with, vou miſtook me for that ger tleinan, 
1 Yet bad Leven then been aware of your miſtake, | muſt. 
1} confeſs the r gerd for my own, happinets would have 
teupted me to let you remain undeceiv'd, 
14 S:r, Chr. And did you, Narcitſa, join 1 
1 Naar. How cou'd L, my dear Sir, diſobey you ? 
N Patiy. Lord, your honour, w hat young Rae conkds 
= refif-a captain ? 
Camp. I am a Soldier, Sir Chriſtopher.; Love and 

\ War, is the ſoldier's motto; and tho? my income is tri- 
| fling to your itended fon-in-law's, ſtill the chance of. 
# waz has enabled we to ſupport the object of my love. 
1 above indigence. Her. fortune, Sir Chriſtopher, do. 

not conſider myſelf by any means entitled to. 

Ser Chr. Solood ! but you muſt thy? Give me your 
1 hand, wy young Mars, and bleſs you both together |. 
1 — Tnanb you, thank you fur.cheating an old fool into 
giving his n to a lad of ſpirit, wien he was going, 
19 throw her away. upon ene in whoſe breaſt the mean 


paſſi on of avarice {mothers tae lwallelt ſpark of affection. 
or hu manity. 


dike. Coofufiont N 

Aar. | have this moment heard a fory, of a undd. 
tion in the foreſt, which, | own, woult! have rendered 
a compliance with your former commands very duas, 
greeable. | 

Patty. Yes, Sir, | have. tokd my miſtreſs he bad, 
brought over a Hotty pot-gentlewoman, 

Sir Chr. Ves, but he would have left her for you, 
(To Narciffs.) and you. for his ivtcreſt, and: {aid you, 


perhaps, as he has this poor gul. to me. as a. requital 
tor pre/erving his life. 


Nur. How! 


1 


Enter Trudge and Wow ſki. 


Trudge; Come along, Wows ! take a long, laſt leave 


of. your poor Miſtreſs; throw your pretty ebony arm 
about her neck. 


& HZ HZ 
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Wowf.- No, no — ſhe not go; you not leare poor. 


Wowlſki.—(throwing ber arms about Yarico.)- 
Sir Chr. Poor girl! A companion, I take it. 


Trudge. A thing. of my own, Sir; I cou'dn't help : 


following my maſter's example, in the woods= Like 
maſter like man. | ; | 


Sir Chr. But you wou'd not ſell her, and be hang'd d 


to you, you dog, wou'd you? | 
Frudge. Hang me lige a dog. if I wou'd, Sir. 
Sir Chr. So ſay | to every fellow that breaks an ob- 


ligation due to the feelings of a man. But, old Me- 


dium, what have you to ſay for your hopeful nephew? 
Med. I never ſpeak ill of my friends, Sir Chriltopher, 
Sir Chr. Pſhaw! | 


Inkle. Then let me ſpeak: hear me de fenda oonꝗH - 
Si Chr. Defend ! Zounds } plead guilty at once, 


it's the only hope left of ohtaining mercy, 
Tnile. Suppoſe old Genilen:an, you had a fon ? 


Sir Chr, *Sblood! then I'd make him an honett fel- 
low, and teach him that the feeling heart never knows 
greater pride than when it's employ'd in giving ſucccur 
to the-unfortunate 170 teach han to be his father's own + 


Jos do's hates. 


| Inkle. Even ſo my father tutor'd me; from infancy -. 
bending my tender mind, like a young ſapling, ts his 


willIntereſt was the grand prop round which he dd 


my pliant, green affections; taught me in ch Idhood to 


repeat old ſayings—all tending to his own fix'd princt- 


ples: and the firſt ſentence that I ever liſp'd, was Charity b 


begins al Home. 


] live, 


Inte, As I grew up, he'd prove—and by example 
were I in want, I .might e'en ſtarve, for what the 
world cared for their neighbours ; why then ſhou'd 1 
care for the world? Men now liv'd for themſelves. Theſe ' 
were his docttines: then, Sir, what wow'd you ſay, 

ſhould I, in ſpite of habit, precept, education, fly in wy 


father's. face, and ſpurn his councils ? - 


Sir Chr, Say! Why that you were a damn'd honeſt” 
undutiful fellow. O curſe ſuch principles! Principles 
which deſtroy. all cor fidence between man and nan 

| Prin 


Sir Chr. I ſhall never like a proverb again as long as 5 


IM 
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Principles which none but a rogue could inſtil, and none 
but a rogue cou'd imbibe. Principles 

Ink/e. Which I renounce, 

&r Cor. Elf. 

Intſe. Renounce intirely. N. founded precept too 
Jong has ſteeled my breaſt - but flin'tis vulnerable 
this trial was too much Nature gainſt Habit combating 
within me, has penetrated to my heart ; a heart, I own, 
long callous to. the feehngs of ſenſibility ; but now it 


bleeds, and bleeds for my poor Yarico, Oh, let ve 
_ claſp her to it while "tis glowing, and mingle tears of 


love and penitence, [Embracing her.] 
Trudge. [capering avout. ]  Wows, g've mea kiſs 
Wows goes to Trudge. | 

Fur. And ſhall we— ſhall we be happy t? 
Inke. Aye; ever, ever, Yarico. x Gag 
Tar. Iknew we mou'd—and yet I feat'd; but ſhall 


I till watch over you : 2 On Love, you, ſurely gave your 


Yarico ſuch pain, only to make this happineſs the greater. 


oaoſ. (going to Yarico,) Oh Wowlſki fo happy 1 


and vet | think I not glad heither. 


Tr udze, Eh. Waws ! How 1 why not? 
N *Cauſe | can't help cry 
Sir Chr. Tunen, if thar' «the caſe-Curſe me, if T 


think P.n very glad either. What thgplague” s the mat- 


ter with my eyes? Yung man, your hand- am now 


proud and happy to ſhake it. 


Med. Well, Sir Cariſt. »pher, what do you 4 to 

my hopeful neph:w now? 

Sir Cor. Say ! Why, confound the fellow, iy. 
that is ungenerous enough to remembe dad actions 
of a man who-has virtue left in him tœrepent it— 


As for you, my good fellow, ( Trudge.) ih 


your maſter“ perinitſion, employ you myſelf. 


T-udyze, O care f{—Blefs vont honour---Wows fk you'll | 


be a Lady, you jade, to a Governoi's FaQtotum. 


Wowſ. Ifs.--- Lady Jack otum, | 
Sir Chr. And now, my young folks, we'll drive 


home, and celebrate the wedding! Od's my life! Plong 


to. be ſhaking a foot at the fddles, and I ſhall dance ten 


times the lighier, ſor reforming an Inkle, While I have 


it ia my power io reward the innocence of a ALE, 


FINALE 


AN OPERA. NR̃ꝙ 
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Come let us dance and fing. g 

While all B..rbadoes bells ſhall ringe | 

Love ſcrapes -the fiddle firing, | „ 
And Vents plays the lute; 


Hymn gay, foots away. 
Flappy at our wedding day, 
Cocks bishin, and figures in, 


To taber, fife, and flute. 


Cn OR us. 


Come then dance and Feng. 


While all Barbadees bells ſhall ring, &. 
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Since thus each 8 care 

Ts waniſh'd into empty air, 
Ab! hey can I for bear 

T0 join the Jocund dance ? 

To and fro, couples go, 3 

On ibe light fantaſiic de, 
M hile quith glee mer iy. | 
Tbe roſy hours advance. Chorus. 


V AR IC O. 


When firfl the larelling fea 
THither broug ht my love and me, 
I hal then my fate aue, be, 
Little did I think— 
Doom ts knew care and we, 
Hatty ill is Tarico : 
Since her lowe at ill conſtant prove, 5 
And ncbly ſcorn tw ftrink, 


Taupo. 


INKLE * ARCO. 


re. 


Sbob's How Pn fix 4 for N. 
My fortune's fair, tho' black s my Wis. 


-Who ears domeſtic Ar ie. 3 
bo cares now. a ſon ſe. 
Merry cheer my:dingy dear | 
Stall find with her Fuctotum bere ; 
Night and day, Pll friſt and play 


A bout tbe ys wore Wows, 


PA * = Fo 


Let Patty ſay a wird, 


A cſianibermaid may * be heard. 


Sure men are grown af Hurd, 


Thus taking black fer wobite | © 


To hug and: 471 4 a dingy. miſs, 


Mill bardly 7 it an age lite this h 
Unleſs here, ſome friends appear, 


-W bo Fe this FOE) n. 
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